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Walt Whitman!
THE ANSWERER: A Novel from th"i I

Life of Walt Whitman. By Grant
Overton. Harcourt, Brace & Co.
THIS book shows Whitman grow-

ing like a tree out of Americansoil. He is In a way the
whole story, yet the rest of his time

is there with him.
The novel ought to be in ail the

nineteenth century literature and historycourses of schools, colleges and

reading clubs. But that fact takes

away nothing from its appeal to the

individual Whltmanite. Naturally the

presentation of the central figure gives
the narrative at times a character uncommonin fiction. Yet how many

stories with nothing but plot to commendthem can offer pages so thrilling
as those in which Walt faces the husbandof the woman he loves in New
Orleans? The man is a trained duellist.And ho has a gang with him to
finish any jod inai iiruv« iuu nam

for him. Walt ta unarmed. But this
is the way he answers Raoul's threat:

"Kill me? Doubtless you think so!
At a proper time, eh? Why, what,
time could be more proper than the
present? Go.or come.right ahead.

(Here I am; here I have been now for
several convenient moments. If I am
a little difficult, why, there is your
gang downstairs. After you have
killed me you can finish killing him"
.motioning toward CVDonoJu. "You
can then kill your wife; you can kill
the doctor when he comes. One by
one, or a dozen at a time, you can kill
any others. Kill? You damned fool!

' What can you kill? One man against
the world! Why, if I threw you down
the staircase to that pack of vermin
they'd tear you limb from limb; you've

f taught them to kill! Shucks! Get
out!"

It Is like the crack of a whip in a

cage of lions.
Yet as achievements of the creative!

Imagination there are finer things,
The letter of Margaret Fuller telling'
of her experience in Rome is so essentiallytrue to character that no
doubt many readers will try to find it
In her biographies. It isn't there, but
it might have been.
Of course much of the very language

of this book is taken from Whitman's
own writings or from Traubel's report
of their conversations. But so beautifullyis the whole recreated that only
by reference to originals could one
tell the authority. But whatever the
source, it all leads the reader closer
to Whitman, poet and human being.
Here is his analysis of his own development,in answer to a question:
"Why ask me that? Do you want

me to confess I don't know? I've
thought of so many things; they don't
fit. Or I don't fit them. Ever since I
was a youngster I've scribbled, wrltt~rash,trash! I've tried to write

It's worthless; isn't even third
jrse. I've talked, lectured. That
any good, either. Sometimes 1
here ain't anything; but as soon

[Uit thinking, go outdoors, see

ho Killed 'Si
0' JUDGMENT. By Edgar WalBoston:Small, Maynard & Co.
xv \j JUL/Ui»irj.^ i ruur uiu

Jack o' Judgment! How he

^^^^B frightened us! How he thrilled

^^^How he kept us in suspense nnd

^^^Htlng! And when we lenrned nil
him. who he wns. and his object

^^^Bjwuch a disguise, we forgave him;

^^^^sympathlzed with him. And when
crucial moment came, when the

Wr motive for his disguise had |mb ful
filled and Col. Dan Boundary had
died at his hands and he tiimself was

I -)l>out to follow on his heels. Jack o'

r Judgment told his story to Ills young
subordinate. "But you must give me

your word you will never tell," he

( asked his friend, and'Stafford promised.
Ldko Stafford, who promised to remainsilent, we have promised those

concerned not to disclose the secret

"The best book on foreign affairs
ever written by an American."

.N. Y. Herald.
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You cannot discuss limitation of
armament intelligently without such
information about the conditions
in Central Europe and their bearingon the peace of the world as

is here supplied by
Paul Scott Mowrer
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Hero of a Novel
people, sights, and mingle with per
sons, I begin to live again; feel re<

blooded, Inexpressibly excited, eager
have the strong sense that I am mean

nil «U(« o.'.no/tiMrt.r

something positive will yet come ou
af It all, be expressed by me 01

through me, it doesn't matter which
Maybe in action; maybe in both word
and action blending. Which, which

Orant Overton.

And when? How long must 1 waitwatch,absorb, steep, ripen?"
Love is the key to his life and ar

When he found no final personal satit
faction, he turned the current c

power into poetry. He had loved i
youth.and lost. Lincoln had a simi
lar experience, and the two gres
Americans are represented as talkin
it over together.
"You are thinking," said Lincoli

"that in some such fashion, with th
aid of some such friendly exampli
you might have been able to construe
a happiness similar to mine. . .

W«lt It Is an averv dnv sort of har

piness, a 'working' happiness, as on
would say; 'practicable' is the phras
I think employed on the stage t
describe such sets and scene shift
as are not merely background but ca
be used.a door you can walk througl
a door that is not merely painted o

the backdrop, is a 'practicable' doo:
. . . In a world where a good del
is simply painted on the backdrop
found a practicable door. That is m
married happiness."
Walt never found that kind. Pei

haps he could not and do the wor
he had to do.

low' Gregory?
either, and if we did, we could neve

.would never.ask to be forgiven.
It ail started with the finding of

young man called "Snow" Gregory i
a gutter, and he was dead before th
yuiitruntil on uuiy 111 iy iti«nuu rua

who heard the shots came upon th
scene. His associates had named hit
"Snow" Gregory because he was

dope fiend, and cocaine is occasionall
referred to as snow by its votariei
When they searched his clothes the
found nothing except a little tin bo
of white powder, which proved to b
cocaine, and a playing card.the Jac
of clubs. But try as they might th
police could not discover why and a
whose hands Gregory had died. Afte
the jury had returned a verdict c
"wilful murder, against some perso
or persons unknown," the case wa

placed in the records, where It seome
likely to remain with the rest of thos
never to be solved mysteries that cor
front the police.
Three months after the murder c

"Snow" Gregory, Col. Dan Boundar
received a- letter. He found withi
a soiled and stained playing card, th
knave of clubs. He saw writing o
the margin of the card, and, twlstln
it sideways, read "Jack o' Judgment.
Nothing more.

Boundary', by the way, was whs
we might call a law abiding thief.
man who transacted business In sue
a fashion that the police could neve
bring him to Justice. He never faile
to cover his tracks. He purchase
mills, estates, and other buslnesse
far below their net vidue and alway
at the figure laid down by himself.
But after Dan Boundary receive

the mysterious card and others ths
followed simultaneously he begnn t
Quake with fear. Jack o' Judemcr
was even daring enough to visit hlr
In his home. Then piece by plcc
you ore led Into many mysterlou
doings. You learn a great deal. An
you puzzle and wonder who and whn
kind of a person this Jack o' Judgmer
Is. But you keep on reading. Is Jac
o" Judgment Hanson? you ask your
self. Is It Maisle White who Is plnylni
the part? Is It Lollte Marsh? Is 1
Stafford King, the detective? But nr
In the end you learn, as we hav<
you've been on the wrong tack all th
time.
Kdgar Wallace has written a goot

story. It has kept you In mental mo
lion until the mystery Is cleared. Yoi
have been held like a pendulum an
swung back and forth through spac
and In place of the usual "tick-tock
tlck-tock!" you hear: "Who is he
Who is he?" Suspense is an awfu
thing 1 But then It sells hooks!

XAJfWH A. QUIONT5Y.
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[i How Funny It Is,
.| Also, How Sad! Id
THE CIRCLE. By VV. Somerset
Maugham. George H. Doran Comtpany.
WHEN a man has said so many

true and tragic, brilliant and

t bitter things so perfectly aa hi

s Mr. Maugham has in this play, which m

? is both a literary masterpiece and a st

Broadway moneymaker, it would seem H

a rather futile gesture to add any sec- h
ondary comment. But Maugham stirs y<
one to self-expression, futile or not; ol
the magic "Circle" must be reviewed.

It is difficult to say anything about ul

. this play which will entirely disregard e'

its presentation in the theatre. Hav- li
ing read it before its production, one tj
smiles and says: "How clever." Wit- g(nessing a performance, one laughs a
good deal and says: "How funny." P1
Upon rereading the book, however, the
lines are no longer black upon white, g]
but subtly tinged with the color of
human voices; one is more than a littleinclined to weep and say: "How t0

sad!" "i*

"The Circle" is a very sad play, with lil
all its gayety. Who In all its witty, jn
epigrammatic company is not desper- Qately tragic? Poor, silly Lady Kitty!
Well, her unhap^iness has been widely 'r

exploited. And Porteous? "A grumpy, f
sodden old fellow with false teeth." 'r

Buffoons are always sad. Olive, the t;
cynical, with his whiplash speeches .

and his feline voice. He speaks for
himself, too.
"You think," says Clive in a mo-

ment of honesty, "I'm a cruel, cynical
old man. Why, when I think of what T
she was, if I didn't laugh at what she
has become I should cry." ! T
The foolish young lovers, so brave I

and sure of their love, so heedless of J
the ancient ruin before their youthful
eyes! Elizabeth and Teddie, they make 01
one sad. Yet there Is something about y<
them that gives one confidence they w
will make a go of It anyhow. They ^face life squarely, they fool neither

. other people nor themselves. No sub- e!

terfuges for them, no notes speared on a
t. pincushions, no dramatic poses of any
i- sort. Simply, they love each other and U(>f have the courage to deal a blow for
n that love. The greatest courage of all,

that which is strong enough to hurt P
it some one else to get what one needs, ti
B How many lives have been wrecked a]because that courage was not there!
b Yes, they are sad, all of them. But
ie how glamourously sad, how pletur- L*
ft esquely tragic. The things one can tf
t imagine about them all.Kitty's past, j(Elizabeth's future! The things Hughie

might have been and the things Teddlo 111

ie will be. The wickednesses of Clive. b
16 There remains only Arnold, the w
° earnest minded, purposeful young hussband, who married to have a home and
" also because he didn't "want to be n

11 bothered with sex and all that sort of
n thing." His is the renl tragedy, be- ^rj cause his is the nothingness. No

glamour about Arnold, nothing pictur- t]
esque about hini. When his father was jfy deserted he resigned from Parliament ti
and set about becoming an authority
cn pretty women under twenty-five. t]
But Arnold is different. He will re- S(
sign from Parliament and become an

" authority on Old English furniture. 0

| There is a feeling that Arnold will ^
not suffer very long. His pain will j,
soon be over because he will lose conrtact with life. Could anything be more r
areaciiui man tnnt": on. now greatly p
Arnold's tragedy overshadows all the h

a others! h
n r n

4 Sardine Seller's Son «
16 ^

; Sovereign's Shadow ;
y THE VILLA OF THE PEACOCK. By h

Hiehard Dehan. George H. Doran I
y Company. v

x r I "" ME seven short stories in this °

1 volume have widely varied

£ themes. From the first, and ^
the longest story, the book Rains its p

r name. This deals with that freak of 'r
' nature which occasionally is met.two JJH hoys, the young royalty and the shop- p

d keeper's heir, who are as alike as j»
ie two peas. Until the King was grown i:
l* and married, the mixing up of the ^sardine merchant's son, Don Enrique, ^with the monarch was looked upon
y as nothing very serious. But when ^n the King married and Don Enrique t]e acquired a bad reputation, then It had .n to be stopped. Don Enrique was ex*lied. In Paris he led a gay life, but y

there a Jesting remark of the King of w
Donda regarding him threw Don En- a
rlque Into anarchy. From then on we p|| deal with anarchists who plot to de- n
stroy the King and place his double

J on the throne. The solution is very n'
amusing. 0'
"Dorotea et Cie," the third story, is t,

by far the bent. Its scenes and cllmnx 0
are weird and dramatic, while Imagl- n

^ nation runs riot through its pages. a{

t Next to that wc enjoyed "The Silver
0 Birch," in which a young girl em- e
t bodies the secret of charm and solves h
n the mystery of grace, "calm as a for- w

n est lake, stately as a silver pheasant, tl
|B graceful as a silver birch, the loveliest p

and most graceful thing of all." T
r "The formula of Brantin" is of tho s<

lt invention of a drug which cures drug si
k and alcoholic fiends and makes them v
_ immune from the effects of their pnr£tlcular falling. "The Slug's Court- ;»
t ship" Is of rural England.a love story t»

In which a man and a woman find the 'v
5( mates they have sought, and "The si

e Extraordinary Adventures of an Au- pi
fomohlle" is far from extraordinary as ti

J x story. tl
K

u Brand Whitlork, former Ambassador h
d to Belgium and author of "Belgium" t(
e (Appleton), has recently had con- H
! ferred on him the title of "Honorary cl
? Member of the Grand Serment des ft
ii Arbnlatriers de Saint Georges." a dig- ei

nlty of ancient tradition, as Brussels L
papers point out. si

1
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REAMERS. Translated from the Noi
wegian of Knut Hamsun by W. W
Worster. Alfred A. Knopf.

RT« utmnM /Huhac^ nnr

S for all, of tho»e critics wh

say that Hamsun is lacking i
iimor. It is written in a vein of th
ost delightfully intimate comedy an

itlre without a trace of bltternes;
iamsun knows these people with the
ttle quirks and drolleries, and he lei
>u feel in every line that he is on

them. They are people that h

nderstands and loves well, these fist
men of Norway. Ho knows the]
ttle vainnesses and idiosyncrasie
leir simplicity, and their rugge
rength, and he tells of them In
layful and kindly humorous way.
The plot of "Dreamers" Is ver

ight, almost a musical comedy plo
ut it serves as a frame upon whic

spin the delightful hamsunsk con;

,ent on things, and for the play t

fe and character in a Norwegian fish
ig village. Hamsun always has a will
uixotio fellow about to keep thlnf
iteresting. This time it is Telegrapl
olandsen, roisterer, lovemaker ar
iventor. Kolandsen Is a wild, far
istical dreamer, a moth flying arour

Corelli's Woi
HE SECRET POWER. By Mar
Corelli. Doubleday, Page k Co.

IKE Hall Calne, Miss Corel
lakes her responsibility to h«

large and faithful public ser

isly. She doesn't turn out a book
?ar. The new story t^ok time

rite and it takes time to read.r
tipping, mind! Every character
irnestly, seriously presented. Th

uthor heeds the Bible's warnlr

gainst the "idle word." There ai

scents on all her syllables.
It is a deep satisfaction to meet pe<

le who know their own mind so pos

vely as do Miss Corelli's heroin*

nd villains.
"AH tor Love and the Worm w*

oat" might have been the motto

le beautiful Spanish Manella, wh

ves Roger Seaton. There are no "iff

her frank admission to Seaton

er love for him and desire to be h

oman.

Roger, a poor but clever clentii

?plies with equal- candor: "You t<

le you would be my woman.and
now you mean it. You would be nr

lave.you mean that, too. But y<
rould want me to love you! Manell
iiere is no such thing as love!.n
i this world! There is animal attra
on.the magnetism of the male f
le female, the female for the malelemagnetism that pulls the opposi
?xes together in order to keep th
lanet supplied with an ever new cr<

f fools.but love! No, Manella! The
i no such thing! I quite believe th
is the natural instinct of the fema

> select her mate, but though tl
ule may hold good In the forest wor

doesn't always work among tl
uman herd. Man considers that
as the right of selection.quite
listake of his, I'm sure, for he has
ral sense of beauty or fitness, ai

enerally selects most vilely. All tl
ame he is an obstinate brute, ai

ticks to his brutish Ideas as a snt

ticks to its shell. I am an obstina
rute'.I am absolutely convinced th
have the right to choose my ov

toman, If I want one.which I don't
r if ever I do want one.which
ever shall!"
Morgana Royal, the wealthy your
merican, a "fey" woman, of Scott
arents, is the type of woman, accori

lg to Seaton, who wants somethlr
ewer than sex attraction and faml
fe. "A hushand would hone her
xtlnctlon.the care of children wou

end her into v luratic asylum!" SI
< one of the emancipated women. Ai
f course she was loved by tl
farchese Olnlio P.ivardl, a typle
.atln, a descendant of the Cjcsars. I
Id not Indulge In such futility ui

tamed, for Don Aloyslus, a priest
he church, had spoken these myst
tords:
"You would not believe me if I to
ou that sometimes In this wonderf
orld of ours telngs are lx>rn wl
re neither man nor woman, and wt
artake of a nature that Is not
luch human as elemental andethere
-or might one not almost say, a

lospherlc? That K though generati
f flosh and blood they are not n

agether flesh and blood, hut posse
ther untested and unproved ossonc
ungiea in incir composition, 01 wni<

b yet we can form no idea."
Morgana's plans of the "\Vh!

Ingle" tako form. She has hefo
or an airship like a groat bird. wH
"Inga which move, but no maohin
fie elements being utilised for moth
ower! And it tiles, far and nea
here in only one who knows tl
?eret of its flight. A woman, at
he, Morgana Royal, will not <1
ulge it!
To a gathering of people at b
nlazzo, Don Aloyslus says: "Let ft
11 you of certain people who oik
rent with the time'.and decided
op en rnvtr, and are still at the sto]
Ing place. Perhaps some of you wl
avel far and often have heard
te Brnsen City? Those who visit tl
Ast know of it. And some say thf
nve seen a glimpse of ita shinlr
lwers nnd cupolas In the far dlstanc
[owever this may be. tradition d<
ares that it exists, and that it w<
itinded by St. John, the 'Beloved Dl
pie.' You will recall that when Oi
ord was asked when and how Job
lould die. He answered: "If I wl

[QVEMBER 27, 1921.

3m Hamsun
the flames of youth. Uut he Is a pretty

r- shrewd sort of a moth in his way, and
knows that it is well to prepare for

e winter and the dark days. The Quixotic
lQ dreamer becomes a serious business

man, and is in a fair way to bring 4
his dreams to realization as the book i

e ends. fjd The characterization is excellent. di
3 Trader Mack, the great man of the KB

place, the small town's glass of fash- > /g11 ion, who feels that his prestige is Mlffm
:a waning because money has been stolen ip -fT,
e from him; the pastor and his lady, the JnOM
e sailors, the fishermen and the village NSw

Romeos and Juliets.all are delightful 3l~
in their way. As always in Hamsun

'r one gets wonderful description, done
s, very simply. This, for instance, gives
>3 the very foe] of the snort, Driliiant I

Norwegian summer- "The nights were I f;
too brilliant and full of sun. It was

the weather for dreams; for little ITiat
y fluttering quests of the heart. Young line

folks walked the roads by night, sing- ,

h ing and waving branches of willow. J *
1

And from every rocky islet came the , Mr.
calling of birds." Flan

>f And this for autumn: "Autumn was lent
i- setting in; the wind rushing through
^ the woods, the sea yellow and coid,

and a great awakening of stars in the spac
Is sky." ly S
l- There is nothing dour or darkly Seart
id Scandinavian about "Dreamers." It is t
l- like a play of sunlight about a moun- i

id tain top. HOIXJETt CAHILL.. moU

fVht
.1 J C T\ If j . ,

'ia oi iviysiery ZJ
le; that he tarry till 1 come, what is that

to thee'? So, as we read, the rumor
li went forth that John was the one
>r Disciple for whom there should be no

death. And now.to go on with the jlegend.it is believed by many that fa deep in the as yet unexplored depths f a
;o of the deserts of Kgypt.miles and ff
jo miles over rolling sand waves which

lot formed the bed. of a vast o"ean.
there stands a great city whose roofs

's and towers are seemingly of brass;
iK a city barricaded and built in by walls
re of brass and guarded by gates of brass.

Here dwells a race apart.a race of Jt'Sbeautiful human creatures who have
3" discovered the secret of perpetual ITUC
'* youth and immortality on this earth. Call
fS They have seen the centuries come flirtand g6.the flight of time touches
.. them not.they only await the day ITIO

when the whole world will be free to avethem.that "world to come' which is
10 not made for the 'many* but for the aCtl

'few.' All the discoveries of our mod- I abli
ern science are known to them.our3 inventions are their common every- bat

is day appliances.on the wings of air frieand rays of light they hear and know
all that goes on in every country. Our cr\'

wars and politics are no more to them
than the wars and politics of ants in
ant hills; thay have passed beyond allly trivialities such as these. They have
discovered the secret of life's true en-

** Joyment and.they enjoy!" iot There are many more wonders in the I
volume. But why should we tell you 1or about the airship trip to the heart !»
of the deserts of Kgypts? Of the earthquakein California and the airshiii's
trip there? Of the outcome of Manella's
love for Beaton? Of the talks between e...

re the priest and Morgana? of the final
trip of the airship? No! That Is for E'fe you to read, to wonder over, to peep at J|the last pages of the book in an en-1(1 deavor to learn the ultimate climax BylM of the lives of those five beings beforerl<'! you have read half way through. Were

a | Lond
10 there

Officer Murphy F'id*7 ,
{or P

£ Heard a Shot! ££
at THE SHERIDAN ROAD MYSTERY. not t
trn By Paul and Mabel Thorne. Dodd, sponc

Mead * Co.
I ""v N the fifteenth line of the text e

I 1 of this story the reader is
awakened from the somnol- nt E. I

i- mood created by the early morning at-
iK mosphere of the scene In Sheridan

road with the Italicized sentence: Justto
(j then Policeman Murphy heard a nhol
he From that moment there Is nothing
id .» «»- - -. awiu ims criminal taio or tue

Thornes. The reader Rets action all
.jc the way: From Marsh the mysterious;
n- from Detective Sergeant Dave Morgan
°' of the ChicaRo f>olice force; from the
ic rcounterfeiter and murderer who Is the ^
(ij chief figure in the mystery. And if '

(J. Jane Atwood does not furnish positive
action In one way she does In another

J hy the tender effect she has on M u h., aM ln

S)> But this is primarily a novel of action jH
nl and mystery, and In those two aims] stand;

it is an unqualified success. The H
.(j Thornes evidently decided they were 'The (

;j_t.v " "i i»iii.h in ma uwiuuriiipi"i>
,,3 of their plot. If not in it* opening p
os scene, and this they achieved bj h iv- Qf
.^ ing the bodv of the murdered man pfound In a plnro that Poe might have . ^
tr envied.
ro -

'

Ih-ie.

I A Daughter of the

II Middle Border
Byer

1r Hamlin Garland ..re
to A sequel to "Th

A Son of the Middle Border four; 1
io Lottie

of An intimate social history of half
Midland America you ai

>*,2 00 aunt I
ik priate

* At nil bookstores or from
o- demar

«" THE MACMILLAN COMPANY
"r 64-66 Fifth Are. New York [)oilb
in
in '

t

iiBiaw»aiwiii»ui^ii",i*)Mii»Mi«(ii«uii:aMr iwinik u

fwo Novels of
/igorous People

(EODORE ROOSEVELT, t
imous father in his abilit
:e a noteworthy book ii
s, says of this new novel:
iave read with great intere
CqrwQod's book, 'The

ling Forest.' It is excelItis good, clean ad- a

ture in the '

open
es.' I am thoroughickof the soul- ffA
:hing obscenitie s jfjjLi
nany of the f
ern novels." ff i

//
Tea er ff
* are s/-nSxjy/Ae
//Pride

^13
^ r

By PETER f I

a triumphant tale that
rprets the great AmeriWestof today. A ratggood story so much
re

" alive " than the
rage that you feel you're
ioIIv tj/im/xisinfT the lov-
e Don Mike's audacious
tie for honor and. a

ndly enemy's daughter.
on't Wait Until Tomorrow to '

PRICE

(Ssmopolitan Bo
naWeusoiSSu

'aris Days and
ALICE Z. SNYDER an

you "over there" in the hectic
on, and Big Bertha bombarding 1
now if once you open these vivid
first Gotha raid.watching all F
Pasha.or being hustled by an Ea
rotection. The bewilderment of
torn gun the confidential estimn
s in either city,.and thousands
* put into dispatches fill these in
lent in one city and his wife in t

book is simply packed with mai

$4.00 at any book shop, c

. DUTTON & CO., 681 I

EDNA F
P. A. (the New York Tribune):

na Ferber's book. 'The Girls'."
[eywood Broun (the New York
y and fondness for some of her chi
ividuals. These are not moulded,
[. L. Mencken (the Baltimore E<
* out brilliantly from the everyday
[arry Han"en the Chicago Daily
Jirls' Miss Ferber has done her be
few York Times: "Congratulatioi
anny Butcher (the Chicago Tribv
word, human. It is the human j
ercy Hammond: "Miss Ferber t
aracters that you are almost abas

The i
ANc

lis story in about great-aunt Chai
icr niece and namesake, Lottie P
's niece and namesake. Charley 1
If you are led by this to exclaim
re right: it is. Perhaps, though
Charlotte an old mRid . . .

tor vigorous, alert, and fun-lovinc
iirley in her white, wooly sweater
id a complete retraction of the tr

hday. Page & Co.,

11
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"fx Vaii<^ o/ Silent Men,'' f

ollowinghisa uthor
v fn e<;H- X X "Kindred
7 COI esu J ^ Dutt.
y a tew //

1. KYNE

You'll find laughter in it,
moist eyes, wonderful ro-

mance and magnificent
bluff. Its author stirred a

million hearts last year
with his story "Kindred of
the Dust." And already
"The Pride of Palomar" is
one of the most widelydiscussednovels of years.
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"This bard a wreath of laurel hurl.®

Tribune): "She does achieve an iniracters. . . which sets them apart
but created."
rninq Sun): "In brief, a novel that
stream of American fiction."
tVeu-e): "We are confident that in

st and most effective work."
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